IN   TOWN   TO-NIGHT
table loved and laughed and kissed and sang as naturally as chil-
dren playing in a meadow.
If I had a regret it would be that I did not live in Vienna and in
Austria in the time of their greatness, in a time 'of tranquillity,
when a man could make his plans for the future without the ever-
present fear of the niorrow, could look forward to a long series of
to-morrows all filled with work and leisure and the people and
books and pictures and pleasures that he loved. But perhaps the
very uncertainty of our Insanity Fair lends zest to the pleasures
one has during the short time that one may enjoy them.
I seem to have lost all my loves — England, Brenda Mary,
Austria, and faith. Bummeln I still may. But I can never go on% a
Bummel without thinking of Vienna. Those incomparable songs,
under the walnut trees, *Ich weiss, auf der Wieden, ein kleines
Hotel'; 'Wien, Wien, nur du allein'; 'Lass dir Zeit, wenn du ein
Madel frei'st.'
And best of all that one about women and wine and the chang-
ing places they hold in a man's affections as he grows older:
Fein, fein, schmeckt uns der Wein
Wenn man zwanzig ist — und auch die Liebe
Fein, fein schmeckt uns der Wein
Wenn man dreissig ist — und auch die Liebe
Wenn man vierzig wird, man noch genie kiisst
Besonders wenn man einst sparsam gewesen ist
Wenn man alter wird, ein wenig kalter wird
Bleibt allein — nur der Wein.
Which you may approximately translate, in order to keep the
lilt of the music, like this:
Fine, fine and warming is wine,
And so is love — when you're twenty years old;
Fine, fine and warming is wine,
And so is love — when you're thirty years old;
When you're forty years old, in love still you're bold;
Especially if you've been thrifty of old,
But the older you grow, the colder you grow,
To warm your heart — you've only wine.
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